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THE NAME OF GOD 

You will wake up, exhausted and wearing white robes in the prisoner bay of the Eliana space 
shuttle, which orbits within the gravitational pull of the star, Bethel. You are far from home, the furthest 
you’ve ever been and will ever be. Far from where you were charged and put on death row, just to be led 
here to a much worse fate. 

You will be led, cuffed and blindfolded, to a room far within the shuttle’s bounds: past churches, 
mosques and synagogues, past chapels, cathedrals and tabernacles, past a monastery, a room with a 
thousand shrines, and a closet with a bed and a teddy bear. You will stop in front of a door, a team of 
scientists and priests whispering amongst themselves about you—your home, your life, your crimes. 
None will say your name. They do not know it. 

The door will open, and you will be pushed through to fall face-down on the cushioned floor. The 
door will close behind you, leaving the cuffs to click open and the blindfold to melt down your face like 
paper mache—and you will see, in front of you, a computer on top of its terminal, with an attached 
keyboard and nothing else. 

Upon its screen will read the words: YOU WILL TELL US THE NAME OF GOD 


You will die in this room. 
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The Eliana launched when you were a child, with you looking up after it as it pierced through the 
clouds and shot itself amongst the stars. Amongst the sky you believe to be full of stars, planets, and 
other, further, children like you. The heat of the Eliana’s thrusters will kiss your cheeks as it pushes 
through the layers of the atmosphere, warming your skin like a parent holding your face in their palms. 
You do not know your fate, yet, as you watch that space shuttle disappear from sight. You will soon. 

At your first stage of older adolescence, you will be taken before the Council of Judges to 
determine your role in the universe. A headset will be placed upon your temples, the spikes and metal 
prods digging into your skin as they read your brainwaves and compare them to the words within the holy 
texts, translated directly from the stars. The stars will pass judgment, their words preordained before your 
birth and levied upon your head now: you will kill and consume another deemed your equal in the eyes of 
God, your absence of faith leading to the death of you both. 

You will be charged with the crimes of Intention of Murder, Desecration of a Mortal Shrine, and 
the Planned Self-Destruction of the Shrine and Faith, and you will be awarded the status of prisoner 
J1516. You will sit in a prison until you have reached adulthood as judged by the rotations of your birth 
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planet, and upon reaching adulthood you will be placed upon death row until specially chosen for the 
Eliana Testing and Experimentations Unit. 

You will be led to the prisoner bay of the Eliana, across from the engine rooms at the backmost 
part of the ship. You will feel the heat of her engines on your cheeks, burning the skin until it peels and 
blisters across your face like constellations—like the stars are finally kissing you hello. The Eliana will 
launch to return to its ultimate goal, in pursuit of the collection of Me. 

You will cry. You will think of home. Your cheeks will burn, and you will huddle in the corners of 
your prisoner bay until they have brought you to Me. Until you have completed what the stars already 


ordained for us both. 
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Your fists will pound at the door that closed behind you, until your hands and joints ache. You 
will wander the room helplessly, searching and prying for any give in the padding on the white walls and 
floors—for any signs of life in this empty, white room. Eventually you will turn to investigate the 
computer, and type many things into its bounds. You will plead with it for help. You will type in every 
holy name you know, every name from the books read to you and held in such high ordinance from those 
that trusted the stars. You will only receive the same message. 


YOU WILL TELL US THE NAME OF GOD 


Giving up, you will wait and hope that with the delivery of food you will receive answers. You 
will wait until your stomach growls, until the ache grows unbearable, and then further until the pounding 
of your head and dryness in your throat overtakes even that. You will realize that nothing is coming. You 
will realize that you will die in this room. 


Then panic will set in, and you will begin again to feverishly type with shaking hands. 
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They found Me floating amongst the flames of Bethel, naked and cheeks kissed by the heat of My 
home. They would give Me a false name, and wrap Me in their binds of velvet and metal—binding and 
gagging, and taking Me from My home. They would load Me onto their metal fortress, wheeling Me past 
the things they called My home. Past My churches, mosques, and synagogues, past My chapels, 
cathedrals and tabernacles, past My monastery, My room of a thousand shrines, and My closet with My 


bed and teddy bear. 
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They would put Me in a white room and tell Me what they believed Me to be. Tell Me numbers 


and names, chapters and verses, hymns and stories. They would ask Me questions, and they would hear 


nothing. 


YOU 


YOU 


YOU 


YOU 


YOU 


YOU 


They would leave Me here, leaving only a computer and its terminal, and I would wait for you. 


WILL 


WILL 


WILL 


WILL 


WILL 


WILL 


TELL 


TELL 


TELL 


TELL 


TELL 


TELL 


US 


US 


US 


US 


US 


US 


THE 


THE 


THE 


THE 


THE 


THE 


NAME 


NAME 


NAME 


NAME 


NAME 


NAME 


OF 


OF 


OF 


OF 


OF 


OF 


GOD 


GOD 


GOD 


GOD 


GOD 


GOD 
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i do not know 


i need help, 


or 


god's 


god's 


god 


, 


cS) 


the name of god 


i will die here 


god has no name 


name is absence 


name is silence 


name is nothing 


Looking up at your bedroom ceiling, one night when you were still young and still clung to your 


stuffed teddy bear, you will ask for something I never could have given to you. I was far away, dancing in 


the flames of Bethel and waiting in a white room and could never have thought to hear you. 


You will ask for things I never could answer, things I don’t know, things I could never hope to fix 


because I never made them in the first place. You do not remember these things, buried deep in the back 


of your brain with your childhood room. You do not remember the things you asked Me for, and you 


never will while you still breathe—you will never be young again, and your childhood has no idea who 


you are. 


But you asked Me for a sign, and the silence was your answer. 
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You will be two days delirious before you begin to see My edges, blurred and crackling like static 
as I form between the firings of exhausted, stressed neurons. The white of the room will have begun to 
drive you mad as you alternate between pacing and typing. Your bloodshot eyes will, with time, trace out 
My form and My stiff, rust-colored robes, but you will not be able to make out the details of My face. 

Panic will take you, fear and desperation driving you to begin to talk, to make promises to Me 
you could never hope to keep. A new life of devotion, dedication, and your very soul—things I know 
nothing about and mean nothing to Me, because I know nothing of any of the three. The silence will then 
drive you to rage, and then questions will pour from your mouth like rain: why is there war? Why 
sickness? Why hatred? Why death? Why have I left you, why have I never answered? 

I will meet you with silence, for nobody ever wondered if I could speak in the first place. 

By the end of the flood you will be wasting away on the floor, exhausted from your shouting and 
your rage. You will see Me clearest then, when the hunger and thirst in your belly and throat have become 
unbearable and only one thing in this room has a chance to quell it—although in your panic and 
exhaustion, you haven’t thought of it yet. 

You will ask Me for My name. 


I will have no answer for you. 
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In the flames of Bethel, I lived and breathed without the terrible burden of existence while you 
laid and stared up at the bedroom ceiling that, one day, you would never see again. I flowed through time 
and the stars before your kind gave them names, before your kind plunged itself into the void with the 
belief that it couldn’t be empty. That, somewhere up here, I was waiting for you. The alternative was 
terrifying—but I know nothing of terror. I know of the warmth of the stars. I know of white rooms. 


I know you. 
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On the dawn of the third day, you will see all of Me. Huddled and starving in the corner of our 
shared white room, I will be watching and just as scared. My robes are crusted and smell of copper, and I 
will be too weak to move. My shoulders hunched, My ribs poking beneath my skin and My fingers thin 
and frail. You will meet My eyes and you will understand that this is the only way. 

You will crawl across the ground until your nails reach Me, and you will dig them into My flesh 
until the blood begins to swell. You will drink starting from my ankle, and then begin to dig in your teeth 
until the flesh begins to strip off. Ripping and tearing yourself further upward, my robes and body will 
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give way as You grow strong. You will eat the flesh from my bones, drink my blood as it soaks into the 
ground and Your robes, staining them red as rust and filling the room with copper. You will break apart 
my joints to suckle the marrow, and bite into my heart like an apple from a tree. The warmth will return to 
Your cheeks as You begin to remember the launching of the Eliana, the flames of Bethel, and the 
questions You asked Yourself in the dark of your childhood room, back when it still remembered You. 
You will cry as i bleed to death on the white room’s floor, forced to bear the horrible burden of 
existence. You will mop up my blood with the rags of Your robes, squeezing every last drop down Your 
throat because i will want You to. Because You will want You to. Because there was never another option. 


You will know my name, just as i once learned Yours. 
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You will stand from the corpse on the ground, and make Your way to the computer and its 
terminal. Its words will flash on the screen as ever before. 
you will tell me the name of god 


Finally You will type the answer. 


The computer will turn off. The door will not open. You will die in this room. 
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You will wait in the corner of the white room, feeling the heat of Bethel warm Your cheeks as 
You dance and know nothing about the pain of existence. You will be caught, brought to a fortress of 
metal, and forced to walk past all of Your homes: past Your churches, mosques, and synagogues, past 
Your chapels, cathedrals, and tabernacles, past Your monastery, Your room of a thousand shrines, and the 
closet with Your bedroom and stuffed teddy bear. You will be put into this room with its computer and 
terminal, and You will wait for me. 

i will wake up in white robes in the prisoner bay of the Eliana space shuttle, orbiting within the 
gravitational pull of the star, Bethel. i will feel the heat of the engines scorch the flesh of my cheeks and 
think of home. i will be led down the halls, pushed into a padded room with nothing but a computer 
sitting atop its terminal, through which You will fruitlessly beg me for the answer to free us both. 

i will die in this room. 


You will know the name of God. 


